






ThcTragedie 

^ill proue as bitter, blackc and cragicali, 

Withdraw thee wretched Afar£ttret,viho comes hccrc. 
Enter the ^^eenei and the ‘^Dutchejfe efTorke. 

Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes} 

My vnblowne flower,new appearing fweets, 

If yet your gentlefoules file in the airc, 

And be not tixt in doornc perpetual!, 

Houer aboueme with your aine wings , 

And heareyour mothers lamentation* 

Mar, Houer about her,fay that rjglit for right. 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

WiltthouOGodfliefromiuchgenrielambesy 
And throw them in the intrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuchadeedwasdoneJ 
Mar. When holy Mary died, and my Iweet lyon* 
Dutch. Blind fight,dead life, poore morudl liuingGhoIl, 
Woes fceane,vvorlds lhame,graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft th eir vnreft on Englands lawful! earth, 

V nlawfuU made drunke with innocents blood* 

Slj*- O that thou wouldft as well afford a gtauCy 
As thoucanft yeeld a melancholly leat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hcere ;; 

0 who hath any caufe to mournc but If 
Dhu So many miferies haue craz’d my voice 

Thatmy woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbC). 
^^/w^rdPlantagenct, why art thou dead/ 

Slu.^.Mar. Ifancientforrow beraoftrcuerentj, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

A nd let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

Iffbrrow can admit fbcietic, 

Tell oucryourwoes againc by viewing mine:, * 

1 had an Edtmrd,(ill a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edreard^nW ^Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a ^<V^<*r<^kild him, 

Dut, I had a‘2^V^W too,andthoudidftkillhim.• 

I had ARutland too, and thou holpft tokill him. 

^u. tMar, Thou hadft a Clarence too,till Richard kild hiia* 
from forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 
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of Richardthc third. 

Ahell-houndthatdothhuntvsalltodeathr 

ThaVDogge that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrif fambes. and lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfoule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Tliy wombe letioofeto chafe ysto our graues, 

O vpright, iuft,aod true difpolmg G^, 

How do 1 thankethee,thatthis carnall curre 
Preyeson tbcilTue of his mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not m my woes, 

God witnelfe with me, I haue wept for thee. 

Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge. 

And now Icloie me with beholding it; 

Thy Edward he is dead,that ftabd my Edward^ 

Thy other dead, to quite my Edward, 

Yong 7ork£t he is butboote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfeftion ofmy lolTe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edwardy 
And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate HaJHngtfRiuers,Edughan,^rajr, 

Vntimely finoothered in their duskie graues, 

Richard yetliaes, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their factor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gapes,hels burner, (lends roarc,Saints pray. 

To haue him fuddenly conucyed away. 

Cancell bis bond of life dearc God 1 pray. 

That 1 may Hue to fay the Dog is dead. 

^u. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That 1 fliould wifli forthceto helpe me curlfc 
That bottcldfpider, that foulehunch-backt toad. 

Mar. I cald the then, vaineflourifh ofmy fortune, 
leal J thee then poore fhaddow,paintedQueenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was. 

The flattering index ofadirefiill pageant. 

One heau’da highjtobchutld downebelow, 

Amother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

Adreaine ofwhich thou were, a breath, abubble, 
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